THE SCENE IS CHANGED

thunderclap and a real Salzburg cloudburst washed us out.
Rivers ran down the tiers of seats to form pools in front,
near the main exit, to which white-waistcoated cavaliers
waded with ladies limp in their arms. My record of it
ended " and let us hope that before next year the German
frontier will be reopened and the spirit of Salzburg will be
unclouded by dark politics: that preoccupation does more
to damp the Festival than any thunder shower ". But our
Austria, as home and playground, was in her last unhappy
years.
Just over the mountains and on the sunny side of them,
in Venice a fortnight later, one could sit in the courtyard
of the Doge's Palace towards midnight to see Othello played
under the stars by an Italian touring company of no great
acting merit, but directed by an artist sure of his climate and
showman enough to make use of his setting. The notion of
seeing the Moor in Venice was in itself alluring ; for one
had too often looked in a production of the play for an
authentic Venetian bridge or a flight of waterside steps.
Actually the bridge was almost the only piece of theatrical
scenery that it was necessary to build for this presentation in
the courtyard, whose own splendid flight of steps and
galleries were made to break the levels of the stage and serve
for crowd movements. The weathered statuary looked
down as decoration, and lago could come into the audience
to speak his soliloquies, leaning over a well-head illumined
from within. One of the open squares of Venice could be
suggested by a space on to which the players swarmed to
whisper in little knots, suddenly quitting it again to run
through lanes or into gateways for such a movement as the
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